

T he moft Lamentable Tragedie 

’Laniftia you arenot difpleafcle with this* 
hauiftia, Notl Jny Lord.fitli true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thcfe wordsiii Princely curtefie. 

Saturnine, rhaiiks f\veetcL<i«/»i4,Romans let vs go®. 
Raunfomlcs here wc fet our priibners free, 

Proclaimc our Honours Lords witliTrumpc and Drum, 
Bujfunut ,\.otdiT ttm by your Icaue, this maid is mine, 
T««r. How fir,arcyouin carneft then my Lord? 
Bafeianux. I Nob le ritus and refolude withall» 

TO doomyfelft this reafonand chisright. 

Marcus. Suum cuiqum is our Romaneiuflee, 

This Priiiccin iuftice ceazeth but his owne* 

Lucius, And that lie v\ill,and Hiall if L«f/«/Iiuc» 
Titus, Traitors auaur.t, where is the Emperoursgard} 
Treafon my Lord,L«i«wM is furprizdc* 

Saturnine. S urprizd e, by whom J 
Bafeianus. By him that iuftly may, 

Bearc his betrothde from all tire world away, 

Mutius, Brothers, he!pe to conuay her hcncc away. 
And with mylwordJlekeepethis doorefate, 

Titus, Followmy Lord, and Ilefoone bring her backed 
Mutius, My Lordyou pafle not here* 

Titus, Wliat villaine boj'j barft me my way in Rome; 
Mutius, HelpeL»ei»/,helpe, 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vmuR,and m ore than fo. 
In wrongfull quarrcll you bauc flaine yourfonne. 

Titus, Nor thou, nor he, arc any fonnes of min^ 

My fonnes would ncuerfo dilTionour me, 
Trairorreftorc Lauinia tothc Emperour, 

Lucius, Dcadif you will, but nottto be his wife. 

That is anothcrslawfullproniift loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour vsithTatrtora andher twt 
fonnes and Aron the meore. 

Emperour, No T »r«/,no,rhc Emperour nccdcs her not, 
Ncr her,nor thfe,norany of ihyjrtocke: 
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of Titus Andrcnicus. 

ilc truft by 1 cylure,l)im that mocks me once, 
riicc iieucr,nor thy traiterous hawtic fonnes, 
Confcdcrafcs all thus to didionour mcc, 

' V Vas none in Rome to make a ftalc 
But Saturnine? FuU wcll Avdromeus 
Agree tl’cfc deeds ,Trith thatprowd bragge of thine. 
That faidft 1 begd the Empire at thy hands, 

Titus O monUrouSjWhatrcprochfull wordsare thcfe? 
Saturn, Butgoc thy waics,gocgiucthat changing picct^ 
TO him that floriflit forlrcrwith hisfword: 

A valiant fonnein law thou (halt inioy, 

Onefittobandie with thy lawlelTe fonnes, 

TO ruffle in the Common»wealth of Rome, 

Titus, Thefe wordsareraforstomy wounded hart, 
Satur. And therfbre lonely T4w<ir4QuccncofGothcs, 
That likethcflatelic Thebe mongllbcr Nymphs, 

Doll ouerfhinc th cgallanft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafdc with this my fodaine choife. 

Behold I choofc thee Tamora lor my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperefle of Rome, 
SpcakcQiiccncof Gothes doll thou applaudmy choife? 
And here 1 fwcare by all the ^^om.'ine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are fo neere, 

And tapers burnt fo bright, and cucry thing 
In rcadincs for Hymeneus Hand, 

I will not rcfalute the ftreetsol Rome, 

Or clime my Pallace, tillfrora forth this place,^ 

I lead crpowlde my Bride along with mec, 

Tamora, And here in fight of heauen to /Jomc I fwcare. 
If Saturnine aduaunce the Quecnc of Gothes, 

Shee will ahandmaide be to his dcfircs, 

A loaing N uric, a Mother to h is yout !i» 

S4f, Afcendfairc Queene: PanthcanLords accompany 
YoUr Noble Emperour and his louche Bride, 

Scarby the Heauens for Prince 


